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and the Bulgarian. It was like an art class, where every-
one paints the same landscape, and no two artists see it in
the same way.
The dullness was enlivened at the moment of my arrival
by the presence of Mussolini. He had just accomplished
his coup d'etat, had been much talked of and little seen.
It was, so to speak, his public debut. I was awakened my first
morning by a shrill female voice in the street, conversing with
a friend at an upper window. It said:
"I'm waiting about for Mussolini—I must see him—
I'd wait hours to see him—I'm not interested in any
others."
Inside the Hotel Beau Rivage much the same psychology
prevailed. Nobody was interested in anyone but Mussolini.
When he appeared in the foyer surrounded by his body-
guard of young fascists there was a flutter of excitement.
He was obviously conscious of the interest he excited, but
he masked it by an expression of pride and disdain. I,
like the rest, applied for an interview, and four different
Italian friends promised to arrange it. They seemed amused,
and were curious perhaps as to the result of my reputed
Bolshevism faced with the leader of Fascism.
I was having tea with Rouchen Eschref Bey, the poet friend
of Mustapha Kemal, when Mussolini's messenger announced
with great ceremony that Le President du Conseil would receive
me immediately. I left Rouchen, whose Oriental calm was
rather surprised by my excited haste. Mussolini had (I learnt
afterwards) ordered that we should be alone for this interview.
I was ushered into his sitting-room, that contained a huge
bunch of flowers tied with Italian colours. He kept me waiting
just long enough to make an effect, and then appeared from the
adjoining room and looked at me with fierce solemnity and
enormous bulgy eyes that showed the whites all round them-
My first instinct was to Laugh. A sort of levity seized me;
what cared I about his international political views, or his
attitude to the working classes or any other abstract subject ?
What interested me was the real nature of the man behind
his Napoleonic disguise. He broke the silence first by saying
he knew me, and all about me: " You admire the Bolsheviks—

